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to. Sleep under such circumstances seemed entirely out
of the question, for, as if a want of all the usual requisites
was insufficient, the place was filled by myriads of mos-
quitos of no small size. I however lay down in my clothes
upon the rattan, where I tumbled about in a most uneasy
state about three hours, when I got up and walked up and
down. In another hour I was surprized to hear Mr. Dawson
moving. He soon entered my room, asking if I was ready
to ride, to which, with evident surprize I answered that it
was the middle of the night. Mr. Dawson with a smile
observed he had taken his usual allowance of sleep, four
hours, and that he always was mounted before break of
day. Of course I made no further opposition, and away
we went, taking a pleasant ride enough, the day light
appearing in half an hour after we left the house.

On our way back, my nag, a handsome Arabian, and as Mr.
Dawson assured me gentle as a lamb and free from every vice,
gave a sudden and unexpected bound sideways of several
yards, an event I was wholly unprepared for. I therefore
lost my seat and down I came in the middle of the road.
Although not materially hurt I was a good deal shaken,
and vexed at my awkwardness, nor was that vexation less-
ened by seeing the melancholy looking Dawson, with his
cadaverous countenance, in so violent a fit of laughter that
I thought he too would have fallen from his horse. Having
indulged himself in this ill timed mirth he apologized thus,
" I beg your pardon, Mr. Hickey, but there is to me some-
thing,so superlatively ridiculous in a man's falling from his
horse that I never see it without its exciting my risibility,"
and again he burst out laughing. I thought him an im-
mensely stupid brute, but made no reply. The servants
having caught my Arab, I once more mounted, resolved
in future to be more attentive to the pranks of this gentle
creature without a vice,